
        
            
                
            
        

    
Greta’s Game 2

By K.C. Silkwood

 


 


Greta’s Game 2

By K.C. Silkwood

Copyright K.C. Silkwood

Smashwords Edition

 


 


All rights reserved. No material from this
book may be reproduced in any form whatsoever without prior written
consent from the author.

 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 


 


 


GRETA’S GAME 2

 


 


The woman with the black hair, the pale skin,
and the bright blue eyes had been at the Mexican resort for over
three weeks now. Every waiter, bartender, and maid knew her routine
by heart at this point. At mid-morning, the woman would saunter
down to the pool area and lie down in cabana #9, which she had
booked for a solid month. She would beckon for a mimosa right away,
switching to margaritas around lunchtime. Then she would while away
the hours with a book, or her iPad, or sometimes just stare out at
the crowd around the pool, eyes hidden behind designer sunglasses,
as if she were deep in thought. She always wore a black bikini with
a gauzy robe over it—sometimes white, sometimes yellow, sometimes a
bright neon pink—although she never took a dip in the pool or the
ocean and rarely ventured outside of her shaded cabana.

She can’t, one of the maids whispered
one day. With that fish-white skin, she’d burn in a
heartbeat.

Maybe she’s a vampire, her coworker
added. She sure looks like one. Or the evil queen from one of
the fairy tales my little Rosalita loves so much.

But in truth, Greta Steele was neither a
vampire nor an evil queen. She was the owner of Steele Kisses, a
company that sold lingerie, sex toys, and other titillating items
for discerning adults. But although she was the owner, Greta rarely
sat in her office; a leisurely month at a swanky beachside resort
in Mexico was a far more pleasurable way to pass the time—although
those long afternoons in her cabana weren’t spent just lounging and
relaxing. While the resort’s employees were studying her, Greta was
busy studying the other guests. For the past week, her main object
of interest had been a group of high school seniors from Texas on a
class trip. One of the pool waiters explained that the
students—about thirty in all, as far as Greta could tell—had come
to the Yucatan Peninsula to tour the various ancient ruins
scattered along the coast. But after those tours ended in
mid-afternoon each day, the rowdy students invaded the pool area
and acted just as wild as any group of 18-year-olds would if they
were hundreds of miles from home, barely chaperoned, and free to
order alcohol legally for the first time in their lives.

As the days went by, Greta slowly learned
about each individual student. By observing their actions,
eavesdropping on group conversations, and listening in on candid
sessions of gossip, Greta learned enough about the teens to know
which four she would pick for the latest round of her game.

The first girl was Claire. She was the
perfect girl-next-door type; pretty but not gorgeous, friendly but
not the life of the party, and with a body that was decent but not
overly sexy. Claire seemed to have good relations with all of the
other students without being close friends with any of them. That
would make for an interesting dynamic, Greta figured.

Her second choice was Becky. Becky was
pretty, but she was also slim and flat-chested. The other kids
called her Becky the Board, sometimes straight to her face, which
always made the shy teenager blush and run away. Becky was also the
youngest girl on the trip, as she had just turned 18 a few days
earlier.

The third girl was named Kelly, the only
cheerleader from the school who had come on the class trip. Greta
admired the fact that even though Kelly was slightly plump by
modern standards, she still had all the confidence in the world.
Those few extra pounds had given Kelly a curvy ass and a set of
tits bigger than any other girl in the group. With her blonde hair,
her pouty lips, and that hourglass figure, Kelly reminded Greta of
a young Marilyn Monroe—although this girl had the spirit of a true
Texas cowgirl, all piss and vinegar.

Greta’s final choice was Sam—short for
Samantha—who was apparently good friends with Becky. Sam was one of
the school’s best athletes, the star of both the tennis and the
swimming teams. She had a pleasant face and a trim athletic body,
and even though many of the boys stared at her as she lounged
around in her bikini, Sam didn’t seem to have any interest in them
at all. Some of the poolside gossip hinted that Sam might be gay,
although others figured she was simply too wrapped up in sports to
have any interest in sex.

It was midafternoon on the final day of the
school trip when Greta summoned all four girls to her cabana. The
teens stared at each other, wondering why this beautiful but
strange middle-aged woman had asked to see them. When Greta
motioned to the chairs inside her poolside oasis, the girls sat
down with wary looks on their faces. The older woman shifted on her
lounge chair, stretching her long frame. Despite being in her late
forties, her body was still lean, toned, and sexy.

“Thank you so much for coming,” Greta told
the group. She wore her usual black bikini with a scarlet wrap
thrown over it, her black hair pulled back in a bun, and with her
usual bright red lipstick and nail polish. “I’ve been watching you
girls for a while now, and it’s nice to finally meet you. I’m from
the United States as well, by the way.”

Kelly, the cheerleader, shifted in her seat.
She wore a blue and white striped bikini that her big tits were
nearly spilling out of, and the wet seat of her bikini bottoms were
sticking uncomfortably to the plastic pool chair. “Um, if you’re
upset about the noise, you better talk to the hotel manager. They
said we could hang out here as much as we wanted, and—”

Greta waved the comment away with one
manicured hand. “Oh no, on the contrary. I’m always thrilled to see
young people enjoying themselves with such gusto.”

“So…why do you want to talk to us, then?”
Claire asked. Her pink bikini was far less revealing than Kelly’s,
but Greta still admired the slim figure beneath it. Claire had
brown hair and brown eyes, and with the dark tan she’d acquired
during the trip, she could nearly pass for one of the locals.

Becky glanced at the other girls and added,
“Yeah, I mean…our chaperone told us we’re not supposed to socialize
with other guests. Just the kids in our group. Right?” She looked
shy and timid as she sat in her one-piece bathing suit on the edge
of her chair, black hair falling to her shoulders in a blunt cut,
biting her lip as she waited for someone else to confirm her
statement. She looked at Sam and added, “That’s what they told us,
right? That we’re not allowed to bother the guests, and we should
only—”

Kelly laughed, which made her big tits
jiggle. The edge of one pink areola now peeked out from the side of
the fabric. “You think old Mrs. Finkman really gives a shit about
what we do down here? You notice how she disappears after dinner
each night while the rest of us are drinking beer and tequila shots
over at the bar? This isn’t just a class trip, Becky, this is a
vacation. Since we’ve only got one day left, you ought to lighten
up a little.”

“Leave her alone,” said Sam, who wore her
copper-colored hair in a ponytail that now lay wetly across one
shoulder. “She’s just trying to keep the rest of you idiots from
getting in trouble.” Her navy blue bikini had an athletic cut, like
something a beach volleyball player might wear, and Greta couldn’t
help thinking how much sexier the girl would look in a more
feminine swimsuit.

The cheerleader rolled her eyes. “Yeah,
whatever,” she said, flicking a hand in the air. Both her
fingernails and toenails were painted bright orange.

“Girls, please,” Greta said. “Let’s stop
bickering, shall we? Again, I have no complaints about your
behavior. I find it quite refreshing to surround myself with
youthful energy.”

“Then why do you want to talk to us?” Claire
asked.

“This is your last night here, correct? I
thought you might enjoy a little farewell party, that’s all.”

Kelly chuckled and gestured to the crowd
outside the cabana. “Uh, hello, but doesn’t this look like a party
to you? We’ve got a pool, music, and free booze that nobody would
give us if we were back in Texas. Seems like one hell of a good
party to me!”

Greta gave the cheerleader a sad smile. “Oh,
my dear. That’s so adorable. And of course your friends are
enjoying the bad food and weak drinks this establishment serves to
its average customers. Up in my suite, however, I have access to
all the finest food and alcohol available on the property. Steak,
lobster, caviar, brandy, expensive champagne…all served at the
touch of a button. All I have to do is ring for room service, and a
grand feast appears.”

Sam played with her ponytail, eyes on the
ground. “That sounds a lot better than the nachos and burgers we
get every day.”

“Yeah,” Claire agreed. “I mean, an
all-you-can-eat buffet is great until you get sick of the food.”
She looked at Greta, eyes wary. “But why would you share all that
with us? You don’t even know us.”

“I’m here by myself, and it’s nice to have a
meal and a good conversation with others from time to time. And as
I told you, I so enjoy being surrounded by youthful energy.”

“But…why us?” Claire asked. “I mean,
there’s tons of other kids here.”

Greta shifted on her lounge chair, stroking
her pale chin with one bright red nail. “Let’s just say that you
four seem like the perfect little group. I’m sure we’ll have an
excellent time together.”

Kelly laughed. “Sounds kind of crazy to me,
but sure, I don’t mind chowing down on some of that lobster and
champagne!”

“Wait a minute,” Becky said in a soft voice.
“We’re not supposed to be mingling with the other guests, remember?
And we…I mean, no offense, ma’am, but we don’t even know
you.”

Greta smiled and shook her head. “Right you
are, young lady, and the fault is all mine. The name is Greta
Steele. It’s such a pleasure to meet you.” She extended one pale,
soft hand and Becky took it.

“Um…okay. I’m Becky. And this is Sam, Kelly,
and Claire,” she added, nodding at each girl in turn. “But just
because we know each other’s names doesn’t mean we know
you.”

“Then let’s rectify that over some delicious
food and drinks, shall we?” She stood up and tied the belt on her
red beach cover-up. “I think Kelly’s suggestion of lobster and
champagne sounds perfect. If you agree, then please follow me to my
suite.”

The cheerleader hopped up right away. “You
don’t have to tell me twice!” Greta left the cabana with Kelly at
her heels, but the three other girls lagged behind.

“This is kind of freaky,” Claire
muttered.

“Yeah,” Becky agreed. “What if she’s some
kind of maniac?”

“Her?” Sam asked. “She’s just a skinny
middle-aged lady, and there’s four of us. Hell, I could probably
kick her ass on my own. I say we go up there and see what it’s
like, then we can always take off if we get a weird vibe.”

“I could really handle some decent food right
now,” Claire agreed. “And like Sam said, we can take off whenever
we want. There’s four of us, and if one of us screams, a hundred
people will come running.”

Becky shifted her feet, still nervous.
“Well…I don’t know…maybe we could…”

“Hurry up, they’re almost inside,” Sam said,
dashing out of the cabana. Claire followed, and a moment later
Becky shook her head and ran after them.

 


* * *

 


Greta’s suite was on the third floor,
overlooking the pool area. It was huge compared to the rooms the
girls were sharing with their classmates, and they all felt
strangely decadent as they lounged on the plush sofa in their damp
swimsuits, sipping champagne from crystal glasses and eating
lobster tails with their fingers.

“Now this is the life,” Kelly sighed,
dunking the last bite of her lobster into a dish of melted butter
resting on her bare stomach. She was sprawled out on the couch with
her feet on the glass coffee table, and the cleavage spilling out
of her bikini top had a few stray drips of butter on it. She popped
the bite of lobster in her mouth then sat up and reached for her
champagne glass, draining it. Greta was there in a heartbeat to
refill it for her.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, dear,”
she cooed. “What about the rest of you girls?”

Claire and Sam nodded as they finished their
own lobster tails, but Becky only shrugged. She had barely touched
her champagne and sat stiffly in a chair, arms and legs crossed.
Her hard nipples poked at the front of her damp bathing suit
because of the air conditioning, so she was doing her best to keep
her body hidden. Not that anybody cares about seeing Becky the
Board, she thought to herself, but she still hugged herself
tighter as her nipples rubbed against the slick material.

Greta sat down on the end of the big L-shaped
couch and crossed her shapely legs. “Well, then. Now that we’ve
spent some time together, I’d like to tell you a little more about
myself. Would you all care to learn why I have the freedom to
lounge around at a Mexican resort for weeks at a time?” When the
girls nodded, Greta reached for a pile of magazines on the coffee
table and slipped a catalogue from the bottom. “I’m pleased to
inform you that I’m the owner and CEO of Steele Kisses, one of the
world’s largest retailers of adult novelties and accessories.” She
held up the catalogue, which showed a sexy blonde woman in a
negligee on the cover.

Kelly laughed. “Adult novelties? Like
weird-looking condoms and stuff?”

“Oh, hardly!” Greta replied with a laugh of
her own. “We do sell condoms, but I wouldn’t describe them as
weird-looking. We also sell lingerie, massage oils, and a full line
of personal stimulators.”

“Personal what?” Becky asked.

“She means vibrators,” Sam explained.

“Not just vibrators,” Greta corrected.
“But also butt plugs, nipple clamps, and dildos of all sizes and
shapes.”

“Oh my God,” Claire muttered.

“What in the world is a butt plug?”
Becky asked, “And why would anybody want one? It sounds
awful!”

“Oh, you’d be surprised,” Greta said with a
grin. “Some of our most distinguished clients order them by the
dozen!”

“I guess that explains why you brought us
here,” Claire said. “You wanted to give us a few drinks, get us
tipsy, then try to sell us a bunch of expensive crap from your
catalogue.”

“Oh, heaven forbid,” Greta corrected. “I
would never do such a thing. Since you’re all 18, you’re free to
order items from my catalogue whenever you like—but I never take
part in that side of the business. I’m the owner, my dear, not some
common salesperson.”

“Then why did you invite us, because
none of us believe that story about wanting some company.”

Greta spread her hands. “Oh, but I do
enjoy your company, girls. In fact, I enjoy it so much that I
thought we might all play a game together.”

“What kind of game?” Kelly asked, looking
around. “Video games? Poker? Don’t tell me you’re into that lame
shit like Monopoly, because I fall asleep halfway through that
stupid game.”

“No, I have my own game,” Greta told the
group. “I created it myself, and very few people know about
it.”

“How do you play it?” Sam asked.

“Oh, it’s very simple. Are you all familiar
with the game called Would You Rather?”

Everyone nodded except Becky. “Oh, come on,”
Sam said, nudging her friend with an elbow. “That’s the one where
somebody asks you a question like, Would you rather drink a
glass of spoiled milk or smear rotten bananas all over your
face? Then you have to give an answer and explain why you
picked one instead of the other. We used to play it when we were
like 12 or 13, remember?”

“Sort of…” Becky answered, then she frowned
at Greta. “But you still like to play it, even though you’re
grown up?”

“Trust me, darling, my version of the game is
only suitable for grownups. The questions are, I must admit,
quite racy. But since we’re all adults here, I’m sure you can
handle it. The rules in my game, however, are quite
different from the original.”

“What do you mean?” Claire asked.

“The biggest difference is that in my
game, players can’t just say which option they prefer; they
must actually do it.”

“Gross!” Kelly exclaimed. “That tears it,
then. I’m not drinking spoiled milk, or eating a bug, or—”

“Or shaving my head, or drawing all over my
face with a permanent marker,” Claire finished.

“Girls, girls,” Greta implored, “I would
never ask a player to do something so unsavory. And I promise you
that once the game is over, you won’t look any different than you
do now. No one will have blue hair, or a shaved head, or a
moustache drawn on their face. I swear to you. My challenges are of
a more…provocative nature. And if you’re worried about what
you might be asked to do, let me tell you about the other rule in
my game. You will be given two choices, one of which is slightly
worse than the other. You can pick the first option for yourself,
or you can choose to have another player do the second option.”

Kelly let out a deep sigh. “Maybe it’s all
the champagne, but I can’t understand one fucking thing you’re
saying.”

“Then let me explain. Before each turn, the
player spins a wheel to see who their co-player for that round will
be. For instance, let’s say it’s my turn and I spin the wheel and
get Claire as my co-player. My question reads, Would you rather
drink a shot of tequila or have Claire drink two shots of
tequila? If I enjoy tequila, I might drink the shot myself. Or
if I know Claire doesn’t like tequila or has a low tolerance to
alcohol, I might drink the shot out of sympathy for her. But let’s
say I don’t get along with Claire, and I get a question like
Would you rather do 10 jumping jacks or have Claire do 100
jumping jacks? Then I might let Claire perform the exercises
while I watch with a big grin on my face.”

“Wow,” Sam said. “That’s pretty wicked.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t go that far,” Greta mused,
“but the game does reveal a lot about personal
relationships, both healthy and unhealthy. That’s why I enjoy it so
much. I’ll admit, in addition to my passion for sexuality, I also
harbor a fondness for the art of psychoanalysis.”

“Look who knows all the fancy words,” Kelly
mumbled.

“So, what do you think?” Greta asked. “Would
you all like to play?”

Sam and Becky looked at each other while
Claire stared at the floor. Kelly was studying her orange
fingernails as if she’d never seen them before.

“I don’t know,” Sam finally answered. “I
mean, thanks for the food and drinks, but I think I’m ready to
go.”

“Me, too,” Becky added, and Claire nodded her
head as well.

“Yeah, I get a little rowdy sometimes, but I
think I’m gonna take a pass, too,” Kelly said. She grabbed one last
caviar-topped cracker from the tray on the coffee table then stood
up and straightened her bikini.

“What if I made it worth your while?” Greta
asked as the others stood up, too.

“Like, how?” Kelly asked.

“I’m sure you’ve visited the boutique in the
hotel lobby. They have some very nice things down there, don’t you
think? Jewelry, dresses, shoes…”

“Oh man, they’ve got some sandals I would
kill for, but they’re like eighty bucks,” Kelly said.

Becky nodded. “I love all the gold earrings,
but the ones I like best are nearly a hundred.”

Greta crossed her legs and studied the girls
carefully. “What if I gave each of you five hundred dollars to
spend as you like? Would that make my game more inviting?”

Kelly’s eyes opened wide. “Shit, for five
hundred dollars I’d drink spoiled milk and draw a moustache
on my face!”

“I…guess I could play, too,” Claire said
timidly. She didn’t care one bit about the fancy stuff in the gift
shop, but ever since her dad lost his job, she had done everything
she could to earn extra money for the family. Five hundred dollars
would buy them all groceries for a month.

Sam shrugged. “What the hell. It’s the last
day of vacation. Might as well go out with a bang. What do you say,
Becky?”

The skinny brunette shook her head. “I’d love
to buy those earrings, but it still doesn’t feel right. You girls
go ahead, I’m gonna go back to the pool.”

“Wait,” Greta said, the single word causing
Becky to flinch as she reached for the doorknob. “That’s not how it
works, my dear. Either you all play, or no one plays.”

“Oh, great,” Kelly said, flapping her arms.
“Becky the Board is gonna ruin it for all of us!”

“Shut up, bitch,” Sam warned.

“Becky, are you sure?” Claire asked. “Five
hundred dollars is a lot of money.”

“I don’t know. I just—”

“What are you afraid of?” Kelly asked. “She
said we wouldn’t have to eat bugs or shave our heads or
anything!”

“But we still don’t…” Becky began, looking
from one girl to the next, but then she finally rolled her eyes and
said, “Okay, whatever. I’ll play your silly game.”

“Excellent!” Greta exclaimed, clapping her
hands. “But before we begin, I’ll need your offerings.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Sam
asked.

“I normally play this game with married
women,” Greta explained, “and I ask everyone to let me hold their
wedding rings until the game is finished. If someone tries to leave
the game early, they forfeit their ring. That way one person can’t
ruin the game for everyone else.”

“Well, none of us are married,” Kelly
said.

“I know that, dear. That’s why I’ll ask you
to let me hold your passports instead.”

Kelly put her hands on her hips. “You’ll hold
what?”

“Just until the end of the game. Since you’ll
need those to get back home tomorrow, they’ll make the perfect
offering.”

Becky leaned close to Sam’s ear and
whispered, “What if she doesn’t give them back?”

“She has to give them back. If she
doesn’t, we’ll just take them from her. There’s four of us,
remember?” Sam looked at Claire, then at Kelly. Both girls nodded
grudgingly. Then Sam turned to Greta and said, “Okay, fine. Give us
five minutes to go get them from our rooms.”

The older woman reached for her champagne
glass and purred, “I can hardly wait.”

 


* * *

 


When the girls came back, Greta directed them
all to the L-shaped sofa while she sat in a padded chair facing the
group. She collected their passports then called room service for
more champagne, walking the waiter to the door after he put two
fresh bottles on ice. Every girl except Becky was already tipsy,
but Greta insisted that more champagne was an absolute
necessity.

“The combination of alcohol and bubbles makes
me deliriously happy,” she said with a chuckle, sipping from her
fresh glass. Then she licked her lips and put the glass down,
reaching for a stack of pink index cards. “These are your
questions,” she explained. “There are three rounds to the game, and
each of you will be asked one question each round. We’ll go in
order, based on how you’re seated. That means Claire will be number
one, Becky will be number two, Sam will be number three, and Kelly
will be number four.”

“Wait a minute, what about you?” Claire
asked.

“Oh, I’m just the dealer, my darling. The
master of the game, so to speak.”

“So you don’t have to do anything
gross, but we do?” Sam asked.

“I’m not being paid five hundred dollars to
play,” Greta answered with a cold smile. “Now then, here’s the
spinner. As you see, it’s divided into sections numbered one
through four. When it’s your turn, you spin to see who your
co-player will be. If you spin your own number, you spin again of
course. Now then, let’s have a trial run to make sure you
understand the rules. I’ll pretend I’m Claire.” Greta leaned
forward and flicked the spinner with one red nail, watching as it
landed on the number four. “So, my co-player would be Kelly. Now
I’ll read the first question in the stack…ah yes, this is a simple
one…and now the game master would say, Claire, would you rather
do five pushups or make Kelly do fifty pushups? Then Claire
gets to decide which option to pick. It’s easy, yes? Do you all
understand?”

“Of course,” Kelly said, rolling her eyes.
“It’s not rocket science or anything.”

“Fine. Then let’s begin, shall we? Claire,
please spin the wheel.”

She did, and got a two. Becky’s eyes grew
wide when she saw that she would be Claire’s co-player.

Greta peeled the first pink card off the
stack. “All right, Claire. Would you rather flash your breasts to
the rest of the group, or have Becky flash her pussy?”

Claire’s jaw dropped, and so did Becky’s.
“Wait a minute,” Claire said. “Is this going to be like strip poker
or something? Because you didn’t say—”

“I said the challenges would be provocative,
did I not? And we’re all adults here, after all. You and your
friends have been parading around half-naked for nearly a week now.
I wouldn’t think flashing your breasts would make you so
uncomfortable.”

Claire bit her lip. “Well, it’s not…I mean…”
She glanced at Becky, who shook her head wildly.

“Don’t make me do it!” Becky pleaded. “Come
on, Claire, showing your boobs is no big deal.”

Claire looked at Greta. “What do you mean by
flash? Just pull my top up then pull it back down
again?”

“Basically, yes. Although I’d like you to
keep it up for at least five seconds.”

With a sigh, the girl grabbed the bottom of
her pink bikini top and pulled it up until her apple-sized tits
spilled out. They were stark white compared to the deep brown skin
on the rest of her body, and topped with hard brown nipples. After
a few seconds, Claire pulled the material down again and stuffed
her tits back inside.

“Thank you,” Becky mumbled.

“Yes, thank you, darling,” Greta said,
beaming. “Now it’s your turn, Becky.”

Becky spun a four, so her co-player would be
Kelly.

“Becky,” Greta began, scanning the next card,
“Would you rather kiss another girl, or make Kelly French
kiss another girl?”

“Miss Steele!” Becky gasped. “That’s…I mean,
I can’t…”

“Then you may choose not to, my dear,” Greta
replied, giving Kelly a sly smile.

“Don’t even think about it,” Kelly warned,
eyes narrowed.

Becky stared at the cheerleader, and all she
could think of were the hundreds of times Kelly had called her
Becky the Board and made fun of her flat chest. “I want
Kelly to do it,” she stated.

The cheerleader jumped to her feet, her big
tits jiggling in her bikini top. “You little shit! I ought to—”

“Sit down, Kelly,” Greta ordered.

“Yeah, sit down,” Claire repeated. “You’re
gonna blow our chance to earn five hundred dollars.”

“Just think about everything you’re gonna
buy,” Sam added.

Fuming, the cheerleader plopped back down on
the sofa. She crossed her arms over her ample chest, thought for a
moment, then said, “Fine. Whatever. But who do I have to kiss? You
better not say one of these losers here.”

Greta stroked her chin with one long red
nail, thinking. In situations like this, the game master chose the
other person involved in the challenge. It could be one of the
other players, or it could be a total stranger. Most of the maids,
bellboys, and waiters at the resort knew about Greta’s strange
habits by now, and some of them had been tipped so heavily that
they would do anything the mysterious tourist asked. But as Greta
studied Kelly, she decided that the cheerleader would be more
uncomfortable being forced to kiss a girl she knew. And in this
case, the choice was obvious. Becky was out, because it wasn’t fair
to force the player who passed the buck to participate in the
challenge. Claire and Kelly weren’t friends, but they didn’t have a
strong dislike for each other, either. Forcing them to kiss would
be tepid at best. But Sam was another story. Sam hated Kelly
because of the way she treated her friend Becky, but Greta was also
fairly certain that Sam was gay. Forcing her to kiss a girl who was
both attractive and a total bitch would make for an interesting
dynamic.

“You’ll be kissing Sam,” Greta finally
announced.

“No way!” Kelly exclaimed.

“Gross,” Sam mumbled, but then she gave Kelly
a sidelong glance as if she were wondering how it might feel to
kiss those plump lips, taste that pink tongue…

“Do you want the five hundred dollars or
not?” Greta asked. “That much money can erase a lot of unpleasant
memories.”

“Don’t ruin it for us,” Claire pleaded.

Kelly shook her head, fuming. “This is some
fucked-up shit,” she said, but then she turned sideways to face
Sam. “Okay, let’s get this over with.”

Sam swallowed hard. “Um…how should we…”

“For fuck’s sake, girl, just do it,” Kelly
said, then she leaned forward and planted her lips on Sam’s. The
star athlete inhaled sharply, then began moving her lips against
Kelly’s.

“No cheating, girls,” Greta warned. “Get
those tongues out.”

Sam didn’t need to be told twice. She jabbed
her tongue into Kelly’s mouth, sliding it across the other girl’s
tongue, poking and probing. Kelly moved her tongue, too, but the
motions were stiff and mechanical. After a few seconds, she pulled
her head away. “That’s it. I’m done,” she announced, wiping her
mouth with the back of her hand. “Damn, girl, you got your stupid
spit all over me!”

“Shut up, it was just as gross for me!” Sam
shot back, crossing her legs to hide the wetness spreading through
her crotch.

“Calm down, dear,” Greta advised. “It’s your
turn now.”

Sam spun and got a three, her own number, but
when she tried again the spinner landed on two for Becky.

Greta peeled the next pink card from the top
of the stack and grinned as she read it. “Sam, would you rather let
a stranger feel your breasts, or let a stranger feel Becky’s
pussy?”

All four girls gasped.

“No way,” Sam said. “Flashing is one thing,
but that’s over the line.”

“Way over the line!” Becky added.

“It’s like sexual assault or something!” Sam
said.

“It’s nothing of the sort,” Greta corrected.
“This is, after all, only a game.”

“Who the hell would this stranger be?” Sam
asked. “Just some random person from the hotel?”

“Give me more credit than that, dear. I’ve
been here for nearly a month, and I’ve carefully screened several
of the hotel’s employees for purposes exactly like this one. After
all, this is not the first game I’ve hosted since I arrived in
Mexico.”

Sam turned to Becky, who was clearly
terrified. Sam knew that no one had touched Becky’s pussy, not even
her boyfriend Richard. The two had been dating for most of senior
year, and Becky had barely even let the boy touch her tiny tits.
And while no boy had ever touched Sam’s tits—because doing
something like that with a boy was something Sam had no interest in
whatsoever—it would be a lot easier on her than letting some
Mexican bellboy stick his finger up Becky’s cunt.

“Don’t worry,” she told Becky. “I’ll do
it.”

“Marvelous!” Greta exclaimed, reaching for
the hotel phone on the table beside her. She stabbed a few numbers,
waited a moment, then gave rapid instructions in Spanish which none
of the girls understood. A minute later someone knocked on the
door, and Greta called for the person to come in. The girls
recognized the man as one of the pool bartenders, a Mexican in his
late forties with slicked-back hair, a bristly moustache, and a
large gut. He smiled when he saw the four teens in their bathing
suits.

“Buenos dias, Juan,” Greta chirped. “Thank
you for coming. I have a little task for you.” She pointed at Sam
and rattled off another short string of instructions in Spanish,
and Juan grinned as he turned to face the star athlete. “Sam,
please remove your top,” Greta said. Sam looked at Juan, shuddering
when she saw the leer on his face. Then she swallowed hard and
pulled her bikini top over her head, revealing a small, firm pair
of tits. Just like Claire’s, they were stark white compared to the
rest of her body.

Sam’s cheeks went red as Juan chuckled and
licked his lips. “Hands at your sides, dear,” Greta ordered. “Make
sure Juan has full access to those little beauties.” The bartender
knelt in front of Sam and immediately grabbed both tits, pawing
them roughly. Sam shut her eyes tight, shivering as the man
squeezed her tits and pinched her hard nipples. Juan mumbled under
his breath the whole time, hypnotized by the teen’s firm tits just
a few inches in front of his face. His own wife’s tits were so soft
and saggy they fell nearly to her waist. Now this was the
way tits were supposed to look and feel! Juan’s cock swelled in his
pants as he groped the girl mercilessly, his calloused palms rough
on her smooth young flesh.

After what seemed to Sam like an eternity,
Greta finally said, “All right, Juan, that’s enough. Thank you so
much for your time.” She held out a folded fifty dollar bill which
the bartender took with a smile and a small bow before he left the
room.

“Ugh. That was awful,” Sam said, shivering
one last time.

“Thank you so much,” Becky whispered.

“But now you owe me,” Sam said, reaching for
her bikini top. “Don’t forget that.”

“Just a minute, dear,” Greta interrupted. “I
neglected to mention one other rule. Once an item of clothing comes
off, it stays off until the game is over.”

“What do you mean? Claire got to put her top
back on!”

“To be precise, she never really took it off.
By definition, flashing one’s chest means lifting one’s top and
then lowering it again.”

“So I have to sit here with my tits out for
the rest of the game?”

“Don’t worry, dear. You won’t be alone for
long.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Kelly
asked.

“I believe you’re about to find out, because
now it’s your turn. Spin the wheel please, Kelly.”

The cheerleader flicked the spinner, which
landed on two. Becky was the co-player for the second turn in a
row. Greta scanned the next pink card and grinned.

“Oh, I like this one. Girls, you may have
noticed that my suite has a small balcony overlooking the pool.”
She gestured toward a sliding glass door nearby. “That’s why I
always choose this room instead of one on the top floor. From my
balcony, the pool area is so close I can see what all the other
guests are doing. And they, in turn, can see me—when I want them
to.” She looked at the cheerleader and said, “So here is your
question, Kelly; would you rather stand on my balcony for one
minute with your top off, or have Becky stand on my balcony for one
minute completely nude?”

Kelly barked out a laugh. “Are you shitting
me? I don’t even have to think about that one!”

“No way!” Becky yelled, leaping to her feet.
“I won’t do it!”

Greta cocked her head. “But darling, you
must. No one quits until the game is over.”

“I don’t care what you say. And I don’t care
about the stupid five hundred dollars. I am quitting, and
you can’t stop me!”

“Have you forgotten that I have your
passport? It would be awkward, if not impossible, to leave the
country without it.”

“Then we’ll just have to take them back,
won’t we?” Sam said, grabbing her bikini top and standing up beside
her friend. “And since there’s four of us and one of you, that
shouldn’t be a problem.”

Greta shrugged. “You might be right…if the
passports were still here, that is.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? You
haven’t stepped out of this room since we gave them to you!”

“Do you remember the waiter who brought the
champagne just before the game began? And do you recall that I
walked him to the door as he left? I gave that man your passports
and instructed him to keep them in a safe place.”

Sam’s mind raced as she pulled her bikini top
over her head and stuffed her tits back inside. “Then…then we’ll go
to the hotel manager and tell him to get them back!”

“Do you know the waiter’s name? Do you even
recall his face? That might make him slightly hard to identify.”
Greta took another sip of champagne, then licked the moisture off
her lips. “But even if you could find the waiter, he would
deny everything. I’ve tipped him quite generously during my stay
here. And the hotel manager as well. Who do you think he’s most
likely to cooperate with, my dear? A wealthy guest who puts plenty
of money in his pockets, or a group of silly drunken
teenagers?”

Sam looked at Claire, but the girl only
shrugged. Kelly was shaking her head and chuckling under her
breath. Becky stood still as a statue with tears in her eyes. “Then
we’ll leave without them,” Sam said. “We’ll tell our counselor that
we lost them, and…and I’m sure they can find some way to get us out
of the country. Maybe we can get new ones. Somebody can call the
embassy, and—”

“And maybe they’ll help you,” Greta
interrupted. “Who knows, it might only take three or four weeks
until they can issue you new passports. In the meantime, you’ll
have to explain to your parents how you lost them. Will you tell
them the truth, or make up some ridiculous lie? I’m sure your
parents…and your swim coach and tennis coach, Sam…would love to
hear all about my little game.”

“Maybe we will lie. They’ll believe us
over you any day!”

“Ah, but videotape never lies.” Greta stood
from her chair and walked to the small desk against the wall
nearby. A laptop computer sat on top, its lid open, and Greta slid
her finger over the touchpad for a few moments, clicked once or
twice, then stood back. A window opened up on the screen showing
all four girls seated on the couch, just before the game began. As
the video continued, Greta explained the rules of the game.

 

Claire looked at the ceiling, her mouth open
wide. “You’ve got cameras in here? Where the hell are they,
in the chandelier or something?”

Greta nodded at the laptop. “In a few
moments, Claire will flash her breasts. Then Sam and Kelly will
share a passionate kiss…and then Sam will allow herself to be felt
up by a middle-aged stranger.” The older woman faced the girls
again. “Would you really like your parents to see this video? Or I
could post it on the Internet for everyone to see.”

Now even Sam had tears in her eyes, and Kelly
was biting her lip and staring at the floor. Claire was rubbing her
forehead, eyes shut, as if she had a migraine.

“Remember, girls,” Greta continued, “You
will receive your five hundred dollars once the game is
over. That should be some small consolation.” Pulling the bottle of
champagne from the ice bucket, the older woman refilled everyone’s
glasses then sat back down. “Now then, shall we continue?”

“What should we do?” Becky whispered to
Sam.

“We don’t have a choice. If she shows this to
our parents…to my coaches…if she shows it to anyone, we’re
all in huge trouble. And if she keeps our passports and we get
stuck here for another month, our parents will probably just kill
us.”

“But I don’t want to play anymore!” Becky
hissed. “Kelly’s gonna make me go outside naked!”

Sam picked up her champagne glass and drained
it, then let out a ragged sigh. “We don’t have a choice. Just try
not to think about it.”

“Are we all in agreement, then?” Greta asked.
“Shall we continue the game?”

Claire and Kelly nodded slowly, and after a
moment Sam did, too. Becky just stood there crying until she
finally nodded her head as well.

“Excellent,” Greta said. “Then let’s pick up
where we left off. Sam, you’ll need to remove your top again.” The
girl did as she was told, crossing her arms over her bare tits as
she sat back down. “And Kelly,” Greta continued, “Because of our
long interruption, I’ll ask the question again. Would you rather
stand on my balcony for one minute with your top off, or have Becky
stand there for one minute fully nude?”

Kelly drained her champagne glass and nodded
at Becky. “Well, Becky, I would say it’s time to show ‘em what
you’ve got, but I don’t think there’s much underneath that old lady
bathing suit of yours.”

Becky had seen it coming, so she didn’t even
look surprised. She picked up her own champagne glass and drank
half of it, swaying on her feet as she put the glass down again.
Then, with tears rolling down her cheeks, she grabbed her shoulder
straps and slowly pulled down her swimsuit. Because she had stayed
under an umbrella during most of the trip, the skin beneath it was
the same pale, creamy white as her arms and legs. First came her
tits, which were nothing but cone-shaped bumps topped with small
pink nipples. Then came her flat stomach, followed by the
neatly-trimmed triangle of dark hair covering her pussy. Becky kept
pushing the material down her legs until the bathing suit was
puddled at her feet, then she stepped out of it and hugged herself
as if she were freezing.

“Well, nobody’s gonna wonder why we call you
Becky the Board now,” Kelly drawled. “Although I’ve gotta tell you,
I’d kill to have a tight little butt like yours.”

Becky whipped one hand over her ass, but then
realized she needed both arms to keep her tits and her pussy
covered. She stood there crying and fidgeting until Greta said,
“Come now, Becky. It’s time.” The older woman stood up again and
slid the balcony door open, then gestured for Becky to join her.
The girl crept over with tiny steps, arms still wrapped around her
body. Maybe if I keep my arms like this and press my back to the
window, nobody will see anything, she thought. But once she
reached the door, Greta grabbed both of the girl’s slim wrists and
pulled her arms behind her back, then slapped on a pair of
fur-lined handcuffs that had been hidden in the pocket of her
cover-up. Becky gasped and tried to free her wrists, but all she
managed to do was make her small tits jiggle as she struggled with
the cuffs.

“Sorry, dear, but this wouldn’t be much of a
challenge if you were allowed to use your arms, now would it?”
Greta asked, then she pushed the teenager onto the balcony and slid
the door shut.

Becky stood there trembling with fear, the
warm ocean breeze tickling her bare skin. The balcony was nothing
but a narrow strip of tile, maybe eight feet long and four feet
wide, with a waist-high metal guardrail. Down below, dozens of
other guests—including most of the kids from her group—were
splashing around in the pool or lounging in chairs beside it. The
distance couldn’t be more than thirty feet; close enough for her to
recognize their faces, or for them to recognize hers.

The nervous girl pressed her back to the
sliding glass door and tried to stay completely still. Maybe if she
didn’t move, nobody would notice her. Down below, two boys from her
class were throwing a ball back and forth in the pool. Nearby, a
girl from the group was fiddling with her iPod. Becky could feel
fresh sweat on her naked ass as it pressed to the sliding glass
door. How long has it been? Twenty seconds? Thirty? Why is time
going by so slow?

As she watched, the boys throwing the ball
accidentally splashed the girl with the iPod. The girl squealed and
threw her hands in the air, looking around for a towel, and as she
turned her head she caught a glimpse of Becky up on the balcony.
The girl raised her sunglasses and squinted. “Becky?” she called.
“Is that you? What are you…oh my god, are you naked?”

The two boys looked up as well, and both of
them laughed when they saw Becky standing on the balcony. The
waist-high railing partially shielded her pussy, but her bare tits
were in full view. “Damn, Becky, are you trying out for one of
those Girls Gone Wild videos or something?” one of the boys
shouted. Now half the people around the pool were staring up at
her, some of them laughing, some of them gasping, some of them
shaking their heads in disbelief. Becky’s cheeks burned redder than
ever as she pressed her back to the sliding door, trying to melt
into it, but then the door slid open and she stumbled backwards
into the suite, nearly falling down in the process.

“Time’s up, dear,” Greta said, removing the
handcuffs and tossing them onto the coffee table. “How did you like
those, by the way? They’re lined with real mink! Only fifty dollars
a pair from my catalogue.”

Becky sat down next to Sam and cried quietly,
eyes open wide, face frozen, as if she’d just been through a war.
Her arms were wrapped around her naked body again, the skin on her
wrists pink from where she had struggled with the cuffs.

“That concludes our first round,” Greta
announced, pulling out a new stack of index cards. These were pink
like the others, but they had a red stripe along one edge. She also
fetched a black duffle bag from beside the desk and set it at her
feet. “Now for round two! I call this the wake-up round, because
this set of challenges is so…stimulating. Claire, it’s your turn,
dear.”

Claire spun a three, so her co-player would
be Sam.

Greta peeled the first card from the stack,
read it silently, then unzipped the duffle bag and rummaged around
until she pulled out a device with a wooden handle and a flat,
round top, almost like a ping pong paddle, but both sides of the
top were covered with a wavy pattern of thick black rubber. “I hate
to sound like a commercial, but this is another item from our
catalogue. Very popular with the BDSM crowd, as you can imagine.
They’ve nicknamed it the Goodyear.” Greta ran a finger along one of
the paddle’s rubber ridges, grinning. Then she turned to Claire and
asked, “So tell me, Claire, would you rather be spanked three times
with this, or have Sam be spanked ten times?”

Claire stared at her lap. “Sam,” she
murmured.

“What?” Sam cried. “You bitch!”

“What am I supposed to do?” Claire shot back.
“Becky’s a wimp, so she’ll always give her punishment to the other
person. And Kelly doesn’t like us, so she’ll do the same thing. If
you and I act all brave and take the punishments for ourselves,
we’re gonna end up getting screwed every time!”

Becky stared at her own lap, and Kelly
glanced around the room as if she hadn’t heard the comment. Sam
shook her head, furious, then threw her hands in the air. “Fine.
Whatever.”

“You’ll need to remove those bikini bottoms,”
Greta said.

Huffing, Sam stood up and hooked her thumbs
in the bottoms, then paused. Her pussy was still wet from the kiss
with Kelly…and she had to admit, seeing Becky nude had excited her
as well. What if the other girls noticed? She grabbed her champagne
glass from the coffee table, nearly spilling it, and downed the
whole thing. Oh, fuck it. She pushed the bottoms down and
stepped out of them, revealing the thinnest strip of brown hair
over her pussy, surrounded by a white triangle of untanned skin.
Her ass was firm and round, and Becky couldn’t help feeling jealous
of her friend’s superior body.

“So how do we do this?” Sam muttered,
standing fully naked now.

“I believe I’d like Claire to do the honors,”
Greta said, handing over the paddle. Claire took it cautiously,
holding it up the way a school crossing guard would hold a STOP
sign. “And please take my chair,” Greta continued, standing up.
Claire moved from the sofa to the chair, which had a padded seat
and back but no arms, and Greta directed Sam to lay across the
other girl’s lap. Sam felt like an idiot as she lowered herself
down, her bare stomach resting against Claire’s thighs, her firm
ass jutting upward. She could feel the cool breath of the air
conditioner on her exposed pussy as well.

“Does it really have to be me?” Claire asked.
“I don’t—”

“There’s nothing to it, my dear. Just use
firm, even strokes. And don’t try to cheat by swinging too lightly.
If you do, I’ll double the number of blows. Now, begin!”

Biting her lip, Claire brought the paddle
down on Sam’s ass. It made a sharp smack as the rubber connected
with the girl’s flesh, and Sam gasped and flinched.

“Please,” Claire began, “Don’t make me—”

“It’s better if you don’t draw it out, dear.
Do the last nine quickly.”

Knowing she had no choice, Claire brought the
paddle down again and again, counting under her breath with each
blow. The rubber paddle bounced off of Sam’s bare ass with every
stroke, leaving a series of wavy marks on the girl’s skin. By the
time Claire was finished, Sam’s ass was bright red. The star
athlete slid off of Claire’s lap until she was on her hands and
knees on the carpet. “Ow…ow…” she breathed. It wasn’t the worst
pain she’d ever experienced, but her butt still hurt like hell; a
shallow burning sensation, like she’d been sitting bare-assed on a
pile of gravel. But to her shame, she also felt more wetness
between her legs. Pressing her naked skin against Claire’s had
turned her on whether she wanted it to or not. The girl crawled
back to the sofa, pulled herself up, then sat down again, wincing
as her sore ass touched the cushions.

“Don’t worry, dear, the pain should fade in a
few minutes,” Greta said. “Believe it or not, that paddle is one of
our tamer models.”

It was Becky’s turn next, and she spun a
four. The naked girl grinned with pleasure when she saw that Kelly
would be her co-player.

“Becky,” Greta asked, reading from the
red-striped card, “Would you rather be slapped across the face, or
have Kelly be slapped across the breasts?”

“Kelly!” the girl blurted immediately.

“Fuck you!” the cheerleader spat back, then
she turned to Greta. “Nobody’s slapping me anywhere!”

“So you’d like me to show this video to your
parents and teachers? And you’ll be comfortable staying here for a
month or more while you try to get a new passport? Hmm, no reply? I
didn’t think so. Now remove your top, dear.”

Fuming, Kelly ripped off her striped bikini
top and hurled it across the room. The other girls stared; Kelly’s
tits were the size of grapefruits, with pink nipples as big as
silver dollars. No other girl in school was even close to her size,
and this was the first time any of them had seen bare tits that big
in person. Sam had to cross her legs to keep the fresh wetness in
her crotch from showing.

“Now stand up,” Greta ordered, and Kelly
reluctantly obeyed. “Now then, I think—”

“I want to do it,” Becky announced, shocking
everyone.

A slow smile spread across Greta’s face. She
had considered bringing in one of the tougher maids, but this
dynamic seemed far more interesting. Becky was still furious with
Kelly for making her stand outside naked. The thin young girl would
probably savor the opportunity to punish her large-breasted
classmate. “Then by all means,” Greta said, gesturing to Kelly.
Becky stood up and faced the cheerleader, the slim, naked girl
looking more flat-chested than ever compared to Kelly’s huge jugs.
“But first, let me give you a few pointers. Tit slapping is a bit
more complex than you’d imagine.”

“I’ll do whatever you say,” Becky answered in
a low voice, glaring at the cheerleader in front of her.

“You don’t actually want to slap the tits,”
Greta explained. “Because the mass of flesh will stop your hand
before you can swing all the way through. Especially masses of
flesh that size,” she added with a chuckle. “What you really want
to do is slap the nipples, and the inch or so of flesh behind them.
That way nothing stops your hand as it completes the full
swing.”

“I think I get it,” Becky replied, taking a
step back. Kelly’s fists were clenched at her sides, equal parts
fear and anger on her face. Becky stared at those big, soft tits in
front of her and said, “Don’t you ever call me Becky the Board
again!” Then the thin girl raised one palm to the level of her head
and swung it sideways, slapping Kelly’s tits so hard that they
jiggled madly.

“Ahhhh!” the cheerleader cried, pitching
forward and clutching her chest. Her nipples burned like they were
on fire, and daggers of pain shot through her entire torso. Tears
filled the corners of her eyes and she panted heavily like she’d
just run a race. She stayed bent over like that for a solid minute
before she finally collapsed onto the couch again, still clutching
her aching tits.

“Nicely done, Becky,” Greta said. “Now it’s
your turn, Sam.”

When the star athlete spun a four, Kelly
groaned.

“Noooo! It can’t be me again! That’s not
fucking fair!”

“Believe me, dear, nobody ever said my game
was fair,” Greta replied, choosing the next card. “Now then. Sam,
would you rather have hairs pulled out of your head, or have hairs
pulled out of Kelly’s pussy?”

“Oh my god!” Kelly wailed. “This is insane!
You’re sick, you’re just totally fucking sick!”

“That’s easy,” Sam said. “Kelly.”

“Then please remove your bottoms, Kelly.”

Angry tears glistened on the cheerleader’s
cheeks, but she wiped them away with the back of her hand. “You’re
all assholes,” she blubbered. “Every single one of you.”

“There’s no sense in stalling,” Greta
commented. “Take them off, please.”

Shoulders sagging, Kelly stood up and pushed
her bikini bottoms to the ground. The mass of blonde curls between
her legs was so full that it looked like it had never been trimmed
in her life.

“Oh, my,” Greta commented. “You seem to be
the perfect candidate for this challenge, dear.”

Kelly stepped out of her bikini bottoms then
stood there fully nude, looking defeated. Her pale tits still
showed angry red blotches where Becky had slapped her.

“I’ll handle this task personally,” Greta
announced, standing up. “It requires even more finesse than the
last challenge. We don’t want to make poor Kelly bald, after all.”
She stood in front of the cheerleader then bent down so her face
was only inches from the girl’s pussy. The cheerleader was
trembling, hands clenched at her sides again.

“J-just get it over with!” Kelly snapped.

“All it takes is a gentle twirl of the
fingers, like picking up spaghetti with a fork.” Greta twisted her
index finger through the mass of blonde curls, causing Kelly to
flinch. Then, when half a dozen hairs were wrapped around her
finger, she pressed her thumb tightly against them. “And then, like
so.” She snatched her hand away from Kelly’s crotch, taking several
of the blonde hairs with her. The cheerleader yelled again, then
both hands flew to her sore pussy. This pain was totally different
from the last one—sharper, hotter, like someone had stuck needles
into her cunt. She rubbed her crotch furiously, trying to massage
the pain away, while the three other girls watched in awe. After a
moment Kelly opened her eyes and realized what she was doing.

“You need some privacy?” Sam asked. “Looks
like you’re kind of enjoying this.”

“Fuck all of you,” Kelly mumbled, then she
flopped down on the sofa again with her arms wrapped around her
aching body.

“There’s no time for sulking, dear,” Greta
said. “It’s your turn, after all.”

Kelly’s eyes sparkled as she sat up straight
and reached for the spinner. “Finally!” The girl spun and the arrow
landed on one, for Claire. “Good! It’s about time!” Kelly crowed.
Claire was the only one who was still fully dressed, while all
three of her classmates sat totally nude. She also hadn’t endured
anything worse than flashing her tits to the rest of the girls.

Greta’s eyes sparkled as she read the next
pink card. “Oh, I so enjoy the chance to show off my wares.” She
fished around in the duffle bag at her feet again and pulled out
two hard rubber objects, one red and one blue. Both were shaped
like small, skinny eggs with a handle attached, but the red one was
twice as big as the blue one. Greta held both in the air and
announced, “Allow me to present two of the models from our
extensive collection of butt plugs.” Claire’s jaw dropped, but
Kelly grinned from ear to ear. Greta said, “Kelly, would you rather
try the blue one out, or have Claire give the red one a shot?”

“Do you really have to ask?” the cheerleader
replied, pointing at Claire.

“B-but Miss Steele,” Claire babbled, “There’s
no way. I mean, it’s too big. It’s impossible.”

Greta scrutinized the red butt plug, which
was roughly the size of her thumb. “Nonsense. This is actually one
of our smaller models. Besides,” she added with a grin, “you’d be
amazed at how…accommodating the orifices in the human body
can be.”

Claire closed her eyes and let out a ragged
breath as Greta pulled a tube of lubricant from the duffle bag.
“Take off your bikini bottoms while I grease this up, dear. Then
it’s down on all fours, if you please.” Trembling, Claire raised
her hips and slid her bottoms off while she was still sitting down,
then after a moment she stood on shaky legs with one hand over her
neatly-trimmed brown pussy. With her eyes closed in shame, she got
down on her hands and knees beside Greta’ chair with her face
toward the sofa. “Oh, no, dear, that won’t do at all. Turn around,
please, so our spectators won’t miss any of the action.” With her
cheeks burning, Claire spun slowly around until her bass ass was
aimed straight at the other girls. It was just as firm and tight as
Sam’s, and the star athlete couldn’t help staring at it…and at the
pink pussy lips between the spread thighs.

Greta smeared lubricant on the object then
looked from one girl to the next, deciding. “Sam, would it lessen
the sting from your spanking if I let you do the honors?”

“Absolutely,” Sam answered. She took the
device from Greta then knelt on the carpet beside Claire, one hand
resting on the other girl’s bare back. “How do I…?”

“Just slide it in slowly, dear. But push as
hard as you have to. The first time can be quite a bear.”

Sam could feel Claire trembling as she placed
the tip of the plug at the edge of the other girls’ asshole. Claire
gasped as Sam wiggled the tip inside her, then she starting shaking
violently as the star athlete increased the pressure. “Stop it! It
won’t fit! It won’t—ahhh!” Claire let out a wail as Sam forced the
plug all the way inside, so far that only the handle was sticking
out. Sam’s hand now lay on Claire’s bare ass, and she allowed two
of her fingers to stray down to the other girl’s pussy. Claire was
so traumatized by the butt plug that she didn’t even seem to notice
as Sam’s fingertips grazed her soft lips.

“T-take it out! Take it out, please!” Claire
begged.

“Should I?” Sam asked.

Greta stroked her chin for a good ten
seconds, smiling at Claire’s discomfort, before she finally nodded.
Sam gripped the handle between two fingers and pulled hard. The
plug popped out with a wet sound and Claire collapsed on her side,
one hand covering her burning ass. Greta instructed Sam to take the
used plug to the bathroom and leave it in the sink, then the girl
came back and sat on the sofa again. The three naked teens stared
at Claire as she lay on the floor, whimpering softly.

“Oh, come on,” Sam said. “It wasn’t that
bad.”

“Not much worse than having your cunt hairs
ripped out,” Kelly added.

“Or getting smacked ten times with a paddle,”
said Sam.

Claire sat up slowly and wiped her eyes, then
she clutched the edge of the sofa and pulled herself back onto it,
still naked from the waist down. Her breathing was shallow and
ragged, and her eyes were red from crying. She looked at Greta,
pleading. “For god’s sake, can’t we stop now?”

“Don’t worry, dear, there’s only one round
left. And while round two focuses on pain, the challenges in round
three are far more…pleasurable.” She scanned the faces, grinning.
“Depending on your own personal tastes, that is.” She picked up a
new stack of cards, pink like all the others, but these had a wide
black stripe along one edge. Greta shuffled the cards, her red
nails flashing, then she laid the stack down. “Now dry those tears,
Claire, because you’re first.”

The girl shifted her weight on the sofa,
trying to sit sideways because of her sore ass. She stared at the
spinner on the coffee table for a moment, then slowly leaned over
and flicked it with a finger. It landed on four, so her co-player
would be Kelly.

“Holy crap,” the cheerleader groaned, rubbing
her forehead.

“All right, Claire,” Greta began, reading the
first card. “Would you rather let a man come on your tits, or have
a man come on Kelly’s face?”

“Kelly,” Claire mumbled.

“This is such bullshit,” the cheerleader
hissed.

“It’s your fault I got that damn thing shoved
up my ass!” Claire shot back.

Greta thought for a moment then reached for
the phone. “I believe I’ll ask Juan to come back. After all, he’s
probably still excited from his brief encounter with Sam.”

The portly bartender returned in a flash, as
if he’d been waiting in the hall outside just hoping to be summoned
again. When he saw that all four of the girls were now naked—or
nearly-naked, in Claire’s case—his eyes lit up and he licked his
lips. Juan’s excitement grew when Greta gave his instructions in
rapid Spanish, pointing at Kelly the whole time. Once Greta was
finished, Juan dashed out of the room and came back moments later
holding a bath towel, which he spread out on the carpet in front of
Greta’s chair.

“On your knees, my dear,” Greta ordered,
motioning to the towel. “And let’s do our best not to stain my
floor, all right?”

Grudgingly, the nude cheerleader did as she
was told. She crossed one arm over her tits as Juan stood in front
of her, the other hand down between her legs to shield her
pussy.

“Move those hands,” Greta ordered. “We must
give Juan something to look at while he performs his task.”

“But why should—”

“Don’t make me use the handcuffs again, young
lady.”

Kelly let out a long, frustrated sigh as she
dropped her hands to her sides. Now Juan had a clear view of her
big tits and curly blonde pussy as he stood in front of her. With a
gleam of lust in his eyes, the burly man tugged his zipper down and
fished out his cock, which was already hard. Kelly tried not to
look at it, but that was tough with the rigid member only a foot
from her face. Kelly had given her fair share of handjobs and
blowjobs, and she even let one of her boyfriends fuck her a few
times, but those erotic encounters took place in dark bedrooms or
the backseats of cars parked in dim, remote places. The cheerleader
had never seen a cock this close up in full daylight before, and
the thick brown member with its network of bulging veins made her
shiver.

Juan began stroking it, his eyes roving over
Kelly’s naked body. Then he glanced at the other girls, who were
trying to cover their nakedness but still showing enough flesh to
excite the middle-aged man. Juan pumped faster, his thick cock
gripped in his fist. After a minute, Kelly closed her eyes so she
wouldn’t have to stare at the hairy set of balls jiggling right in
front of her face. That didn’t bother Juan, though; he was more
interested in the girl’s meaty tits than her pretty blue eyes
anyway. As he stroked, he reached down and squeezed one of the pale
breasts.

“Hey!” Kelly squealed, her eyes shooting open
again. “He can’t do that!”

Greta gave a short, sharp order in Spanish
and Juan pulled his hand back, but that brief feel of the girl’s
soft flesh had been more than enough to bring him close to the
edge. He pumped faster and faster, jerking his cock like mad, the
pressure in his balls building up until he finally let out a cry as
the first blast of cum shot out and landed like a thick, wet rope
across Kelly’s face, stretching from her cheek to her chin and
crossing her nose along the way. The second blast came right
afterward, and since Kelly had just gasped in surprise, it splashed
across her open lips with some of the gunk flying into her mouth.
The girl coughed and sputtered, and as she turned her face to
escape the next blast, it splattered against her cheek and dripped
onto her neck. Groaning, Kelly ducked her head and started wiping
the stuff away with her hands. Juan wasn’t finished, though,
sending another thick stream of cum into the girl’s blonde
hair.

“Ooooohhhh,” the waiter moaned, pumping
slower and slower. A few more drops flew out, landing on Kelly’s
creamy thighs, before the man was finally spent. He closed his
eyes, a dreamy smile on his face, then he sighed as he tucked his
softening cock back into his pants and zipped up again. After
collecting his tip from Greta, Juan murmured goodbye to the girls
and left.

“Oh, my god,” Kelly mumbled. She had grabbed
the towel from the floor and was wiping it furiously over her face,
her breasts, her thighs, doing her best to scrub away the smell and
feel of the strange man’s cum. But when she tried to scrub it out
of her hair, she only succeeded in smearing it all throughout her
golden locks. “Damn it, that is nasty,” she complained,
grimacing as she gently touched her slick, greasy hair. “Can I
please use your shower to wash this out?”

“No one leaves this room until the game is
over, dear,” Greta replied. “I’m sure you can survive a few more
minutes with semen in your hair.”

Kelly huffed and went back to the couch,
sulking. She crossed her arms over her big tits and stared at the
floor, her damp hair sticking up in all different directions. The
other girls looked at her with no pity whatsoever, especially
Becky. The skinny brunette actually enjoyed seeing the once-proud
cheerleader sitting there naked with cum in her hair, such a total
mess that the other stuck-up girls on the squad probably wouldn’t
recognize her.

“Your turn, Becky,” Greta announced, snapping
the girl out of her momentary reverie. Becky spun and got a three,
meaning Sam would be her co-player.

“Oh, my,” Greta remarked as she scanned the
next card. “These questions seem to be following a certain theme.
But for this one, I’ll need more props.” All four girls groaned as
she dug into her duffle bag again, wondering what evil item the
woman would pull out next, but she only extracted a manila folder
filled with a thin stack of glossy 8X10 photos. Greta leafed
through the pictures, selecting two of them, then held them up for
the girls to see, one in each hand. Both photos showed a smiling
Mexican man from the waist up. The pictures could have been
professional headshots, but the girls could tell from the way the
men were dressed that these weren’t actors or singers, they were
just more employees from the hotel. Other than the fact that both
men worked at the resort, though, they didn’t have a single thing
in common. The photo in Greta’s left hand showed a handsome young
man in his early twenties with thick hair and a perfect smile.
Muscles stood out prominently beneath his waiter’s shirt, which was
halfway unbuttoned to reveal a tanned, hairy chest. The man in the
right-hand photo, however, was middle-aged and mostly bald. He had
bulging eyes, a large nose, sagging cheeks, and instead of muscles,
nothing but a huge belly showing beneath his shirt.

“Here is your question, Becky,” Greta began.
“Would you rather give a blowjob to this man”—she held up the photo
of the handsome young waiter—“or have Sam give a blowjob to
this man?” Now she raised the picture of the ugly
middle-aged waiter.

A cold shiver dashed down Sam’s spine. She
turned to look at her friend, but Becky was staring at the floor.
“I want Sam to do it,” the brunette said softly.

The athlete’s jaw dropped. “Becky! You
owe me, remember? I already let that other waiter grope my
tits!”

“You know I’ve never been with a boy like
that! I haven’t—I’ve never done anything!”

“And you think—” Sam began, but then she
snapped her mouth shut and shook her head. Even though she and
Becky were good friends, they hardly ever talked about boys or sex.
Becky knew Sam was still a virgin, but she thought her friend was
just saving herself for someone special. Sam had never admitted
that she had only kissed two boys in her life, and that the thought
of doing anything more serious with a boy made her feel ill. And
she had definitely never talked about the weird feelings she got
around other girls, especially when they were all showering or
changing clothes in the school locker room. “And you think this’ll
be easy for me?” she hissed.

“It’ll be easier for you than it would be for
me. Besides,” Becky added with a shrug. “At least you’ll still be a
virgin.”

“And at least your guy was handsome!
The other guy…” Sam choked out an ugly laugh, shaking her head
again. “I can’t believe you. I thought we were friends.”

“I don’t have a choice!” Becky whined. “Sam,
I can’t! I just…I can’t, you know that!”

Greta had been on the phone again while the
girls argued, but the call was now finished. “How exciting,” she
murmured, studying Sam. “This will be a real treat for Pedro. I
don’t believe the man dates much.”

And when the waiter appeared at the door
moments later, the girls could see why. Pedro waddled inside, his
big belly preceding him, then he ran a hand over the stubble on his
jaw when he saw the naked teens lined up on the sofa. He peered at
each one in turn, trying to catch a glimpse of a nipple or a tuft
of pubic hair from beneath the arms the girls had wrapped around
themselves like shields. The girls all burned with shame, and Pedro
chuckled as he turned to Greta for instructions. The woman fired
them off in rapid Spanish again, pointing first to Sam and then to
the spot in front of her chair where Kelly had been kneeling
minutes earlier. Pedro chuckled again as he undid his pants, then
he pushed them to his ankles along with his underwear. Beneath the
sagging belly hung a cock even bigger than Juan’s, thick and
veined, which was already semi-erect.

All the girls stared, but the look on Sam’s
face was one of pure horror. I can’t do this, I can’t do this, I
can’t do this, she thought, repulsed by the fat, naked man in
front of her.

“Over here, dear,” Greta said, pointing at
the floor. When Sam didn’t move, Greta added, “Remember what your
options are. I can either show this video to your parents,
teachers, and coaches, who will have plenty of time to watch it
over and over while you and your friends are stuck here in Mexico
without passports…or you can all leave here in just a few minutes
with five hundred dollars in your hands. If you ask me, the choice
is obvious.”

Sam rose nervously, lowering her arms because
she knew Greta would make her do it eventually. Pedro scanned the
girl’s nude, athletic body up and down, his eyes devouring her firm
tits, her flat stomach, those long, shapely legs with the
neatly-trimmed brown bush between them. He had never married, and
couldn’t remember the last time he’d been with a woman. His cock
grew instantly stiff as he imagined what was about to happen.

Moving slowly, Sam kneeled down where she was
supposed to. That rigid cock was now inches from her mouth,
taunting her. Just close your mind, she thought. Don’t
think about it. Don’t think about anything. Pretend you’re not even
here. Just—

But before she was done preparing herself,
Pedro had already jammed the head of his cock between the girl’s
slack lips. Sam grimaced; it was spongy, like a sausage, but the
taste was bitter and sweaty. She groaned, trying to pull away, but
Pedro gripped the base of her ponytail and thrust deeper, pushing
another three inches of cock inside the girl’s warm, wet mouth.
Fresh tears sprang up in Sam’s eyes. The thing was filling her
mouth now, and she could barely breathe. Pedro started bucking his
hips, holding her ponytail like a handle. His cock was so big and
her mouth was so small that only half of it would fit inside, but
that seemed to be more than enough for the burly waiter.

Pedro moaned as he fucked Sam’s mouth, his
big belly smacking her forehead with every stroke. The girl had no
skills at all, like she’d never even been with a man before, but
the waiter didn’t care. All she had to do was keep that soft, warm
mouth open for him and he’d do all the work. He thrust faster and
faster, causing Sam to gag as his cockhead hit the back of her
throat. The girl was moving her tongue like she was trying to spit
the foul thing out, but that only increased Pedro’s pleasure. He
stared down at the star athlete, palms gripping her tanned thighs
as she struggled to keep her balance while the waiter assaulted her
mouth. She looked young, and gorgeous, and absolutely
miserable.

After years of dealing with rich American
tourists and their never-ending demands, Pedro couldn’t believe one
of them was now on her knees in front of him with his cock in her
mouth. His balls began to tingle, the sensation spreading down his
thighs and into his belly. He gripped Sam’s ponytail tighter,
thrusting so hard now that the girl’s head shot backward each time
he bucked his hips. The pleasure built and built inside him,
growing, swirling, until he cried out as the first jets of cum
erupted from him.

Sam squealed and tried to pull away, but
Pedro still had a tight grip on her ponytail. The thick, gooey
stuff piled up on her tongue as Pedro’s cock squirted over and
over, unleashing a torrent of semen like he hadn’t produced since
he was a teenager. Sam would rather die than swallow it, but the
vile junk was filling up her mouth—which was still crammed full of
Pedro’s cock to boot. She grabbed the man’s bare thighs and finally
managed to pull away, globs of sperm exploding from her mouth as
she coughed and sputtered. Pedro wasn’t done, though, his cock
spurting once more onto the girl’s cheek as she turned her head and
retched. Then the big man let out a sigh and his cock finally began
to soften as Sam lay huddled on the floor, cum dripping from her
mouth and down her face.

Oh my god…oh my god…she thought, It
tastes like bleach and raw oysters. She coughed and hacked,
eyes closed, her face pressed to the soft carpet. By the time she
opened her eyes again, Pedro was already gone and Greta was staring
down at her with a frown on her face.

“I did ask you to mind the floors,
didn’t I? Oh, well. The maids will certainly earn their tip once
the game is over.”

Sam sat up and wiped her mouth. Claire and
Kelly were staring at her with horror, but Becky’s eyes were on her
own lap. Sam rose on shaky legs and stumbled naked to the small bar
in the corner, rinsing her mouth and face with water from the sink.
When she returned to the sofa, her face was a hard mask. Becky
touched her on the arm and started to say something, but Sam shook
her head and the thin brunette clamped her mouth shut again.

Greta said, “I hope you’ve recovered from
your experience, dear, because it’s your turn to spin.”

Sam gave the spinner an angry flick, but her
eyes lit up when it landed on two. Her co-player would be Becky.
Both girls sat as still as statues while Greta read the next
card.

“Okay, Sam. Would you rather be fucked by a
stranger, or let Becky be ass-fucked by a stranger?”

Becky looked like she’d been jabbed with a
cattle prod. Her eyes and mouth shot open and she leaped off the
sofa, frantically searching for her bathing suit. “No! I don’t care
what you do to me! I’m leaving, right now!”

“Sit down,” Sam ordered.

“Are you crazy?” Becky wailed. “This is
insane! There’s no way, there is no…fucking…way!”

Kelly chuckled. “Damn, girl, that’s the first
time I’ve ever heard you swear! I didn’t think you knew how!”

“Please settle down, dear,” Greta said.

“Settle down? Settle down? No! I won’t, I
won’t!”

Sam grabbed the girl’s wrist and squeezed.
“We are almost done,” she said, the words coming out hard and slow.
“In a few minutes, this stupid game will be over and we can all
leave with five hundred dollars in our hands. I won’t let you ruin
it for all of us. Not after what we’ve been through.”

“But you didn’t—Sam, for god’s sake, you
didn’t have to let a man put it there!”

“Remember what you told me? At least you’ll
still be a virgin.”

Becky’s lip quivered as she looked from one
girl to the next, but she didn’t find an ounce of sympathy on any
of their faces.

“Drink this,” Sam ordered, thrusting a fresh
glass of champagne into the girl’s hand. Becky gave her friend one
last pleading glance then swallowed it all in one gulp, swaying on
her feet as she tried to set the empty glass down. Sam tugged on
the girl’s wrist and pulled her back down on the sofa, where Becky
sat with a blank stare on her face.

“Your official answer, please, “Greta
said.

“I want Becky to do it,” Sam replied.

Greta made her usual call, and soon another
waiter entered the room. This one was far younger than Juan or
Pedro, probably no more than 18 himself. He was of average height,
average weight, neither handsome nor ugly, the type of boy no one
would remember after he left a room. He barely flinched when he saw
the four naked girls on the sofa, as if he’d seen this scenario a
dozen times before. After Greta gave him his instructions, the
young man began to undress.

“Roberto is the resort’s newest bellboy, and
he’s also one of my favorites,” Greta explained. “I think you’ll
soon understand why.”

Once Roberto stood naked, the reason for
Greta’s fondness became obvious. While the rest of the young man’s
body was unremarkable, his cock was long and slim with a massive
set of balls hanging beneath it.

“I’d like you down on all fours, dear,” Greta
told Becky. “Right here in front of me, if you please.”

“I don’t…” Becky mumbled to Sam. “I mean, I
don’t think I can…”

“Just do what I did. Close your eyes and try
not to think about it.”

“Stop stalling, Becky,” Kelly said.

“Go on, get it over with,” Claire added.

Becky finally pried herself off the sofa and
did what she was told, crossing the room with slow, careful steps
like a soldier in a mine field. She brushed past Roberto, afraid to
even look the man in the face, then kneeled down in front of
Greta’s chair.

“Please, Miss Steele,” she begged. “Can’t
I—”

“I said all fours, dear. You really must
learn to follow orders.”

Sobbing, Becky did as she was told. Greta
handed Roberto the same tube of lubricant she had used on the butt
plug earlier, and the bellboy slathered it onto his cock, which
grew hard in the process. It wasn’t as thick as Juan’s or Pedro’s,
but it was longer, like a spear, and the young man’s balls looked
impossibly large in comparison. Once his cock was sufficiently
lubed, he leaned over and touched Becky’s ass. The girl flinched
when his hand brushed her skin, then she gasped as he wriggled a
greasy finger into her asshole, twirling it from side to side.

“Ouch!” the girl squealed. “Ow, ow, ow! No!
Wait! I…” Becky grimaced as Roberto pulled his finger back out,
then she spun to look over her shoulder. “Wait, did you…I mean, is
that it? Is it over?”

Kelly chuckled. “Oh, man. You really don’t
know anything about sex, do you?”

Greta added, “No, my dear, Roberto was just
setting the table, so to speak. The main course hasn’t been served
yet.”

Becky gulped and turned away again, her
fingers clutching nervously at the carpet. Her small tits hung
down, the pink nipples hard as rocks. Having a finger up her butt
had been uncomfortable, but the pain wasn’t as bad as she thought
it would be. Maybe if he—

“Owwww!” she cried as the bellboy worked the
head of his cock into her asshole. It was much bigger than his
finger, and her tender flesh burned as he struggled to get the
first inch inside. Roberto made a comment to Greta about the tight
fit, but she reassured him with a pat on the shoulder then told
Becky, “The first few seconds are the worst, my dear. The pain
becomes tolerable after things loosen up a bit.”

But tolerable was the last word Becky
would have used right then. Her sphincter felt like it was on fire
as Roberto pushed deeper and deeper, his hard cock like an iron bar
twisting its way inside her. It was the most constant, intense, and
unusual pain she had ever felt, made worse by the fact that three
of her classmates sat staring at her while it happened. And while
Claire and Sam watched with open mouths, Kelly actually had a smirk
on her face.

Roberto gripped Becky’s slim hips as he
pushed deeper, going slowly because he had no other choice. The
girl’s ass was as tight as a clenched fist, and every inch of cock
took great effort to get in, despite all the lube. But then he
finally groaned as his big balls pressed against the girl’s smooth
pussy lips, his cock buried to the hilt at last.

Becky couldn’t gasp, or groan, or say a word.
The burning sensation from her ass had spread through her entire
body, which was paralyzed by the foreign feeling of having
something so big inside of her. She could only stare straight
ahead, eyes glazed, mouth half-open, as Roberto pulled back an inch
or so then began a series of slow, short strokes. The first few
seemed more like work because of the ungodly tight fit, but then
the young man began to enjoy himself as Becky’s ass loosened a bit
and he could slide his cock in and out more easily. He began
withdrawing farther and farther, his strokes becoming longer, as
Becky’s greased ass gradually accommodated him. Roberto increased
his pace, groaning under his breath as he gripped Becky’s hips more
tightly.

Becky’s eyelids suddenly flickered. Despite
the constant burning and uncomfortable fullness, a new sensation
was beginning to spread through her body as well. Every time
Roberto thrust forward, his big balls would slap against her pussy
lips. Now a tingling of a totally different kind was slowly
swelling through her lower body, something she had never
experienced before. No, it’s impossible…I can’t be getting
aroused while this stranger fucks my ass from behind! But the
feel of his warm, fleshy balls slapping against her pussy over and
over was too insistent to ignore. The tingling grew more intense,
and the girl felt wetness on her thighs. Fight it, for god’s
sake! Block it out! But she couldn’t, and soon the pleasant
tingling was so strong that she let out a low moan.

“Holy shit,” Kelly said. “I think Becky the
Board is getting off on this!”

“Becky?” Sam asked tentatively. “Are you all
right?”

The girl was too ashamed to answer, too
ashamed to even look at the other girls. She turned her face away
as Roberto kept thrusting, every slap of his balls driving her
closer to the edge. She finally couldn’t hold back any longer and
let out a strangled cry as the first orgasm of her life ripped
through her. Her entire body shuddered, and her ass clamped down
even harder on Roberto’s cock. The startled bellboy, who was
already close to the edge himself, grunted and thrust one last time
then flooded Becky’s ass with cum. He clawed her hips so hard he
left red marks on the girl’s pale skin, keeping his cock thrust
deep as it continued pumping. Becky finally collapsed face-first
onto the carpet, and Roberto tumbled down on top of her with his
cock still buried inside.

“Bravo!” Greta exclaimed. “That was quite a
performance from both of you. And I must say, Becky, your reaction
was quite a surprise—perhaps for you as well.”

Roberto put his palms flat on the carpet and
slowly worked his cock out of Becky’s ass, which was considerably
looser now than it was when the whole ordeal began. Greta handed
the bellboy a towel and he wiped his crotch with it then got
dressed again. He had pocketed his tip and was heading for the door
by the time Becky finally raised her head. She looked sheepishly at
the three other girls, then crawled back to the sofa and pulled
herself up, wincing as she sat down.

“Are you okay?” Sam asked.

“Don’t try to make up with me,” Becky shot
back.

“But you didn’t…I mean, it looked like you
actually enjoyed that.”

“Don’t talk to me,” Becky said, her cheeks
going red.

“My turn, right?” Kelly asked, reaching for
the spinner. “And then this bullshit is over and we can get the
fuck out of here.”

“It’s actually been quite an enjoyable
afternoon,” Greta replied with a grin, “for me, that is.”

Kelly spun and got a one, so Claire was her
co-player. A low hiss came from Claire’s mouth as she tried to sink
deeper into the plush sofa. She had been hoping the game would end
without her getting stuck with another punishment. Despite the five
hundred dollars, she didn’t know if she could go through what Becky
or Sam had just experienced.

Greta smirked as she read the final card.
“My, my. What a perfect challenge to end the game on. Kelly, would
you rather lick another woman’s breasts or make Claire lick another
woman’s pussy?”

“Well, Claire, looks like you’re gonna go
diving for tuna,” the cheerleader said, laughing.

Claire closed her eyes and shuddered. She
couldn’t imagine doing something like that to another girl. Just
the thought of it made her want to throw up. And who would Greta
call in? One of the resort’s dumpy middle-aged maids? One of the
haughty young waitresses? But when Claire opened her eyes again,
she got the shock of her life; Greta herself had stood up and was
now shrugging off her beach wrap.

“That’s why I said this was the perfect
challenge to end on,” she told Claire. “Because I’ve been sitting
here for the past hour getting incredibly wet, and I could
desperately use some relief.” She pushed her black bikini bottoms
down her pale, shapely legs, revealing a pussy that had been shaved
completely. The pink lips stood out clearly as Greta straightened
up again, now naked except for her bikini top, just like Claire.
“Come on, dear. Help this poor middle-aged woman out.” Greta sat
down again and spread her legs, then patted the cushion beneath
her. Claire went to her slowly and kneeled down in front of her,
both repulsed and mesmerized by the sight of another woman’s pussy
so close to her face. Greta’s pink lips were swollen and slick, and
the insides of her thighs were damp as well.

“I know you’re nervous, my dear, but I really
don’t have the patience for a long courtship.” Greta cupped a hand
around the back of Claire’s head and pulled her forward until the
girls’ face was pressed to her crotch. Claire’s mouth clamped shut
automatically as she smelled the other woman’s strong, strange
scent and felt wetness against her chin. “Now, don’t play hard to
get,” Greta warned. “I want that tongue out, please.”

Trembling with shame and revulsion, Claire
opened her mouth and stuck her tongue tip out, but she drew it
quickly back at the first bitter taste of Greta’s juices. “Well,
now you’re just hurting my feelings,” Greta muttered, pulling
tighter on the back of the girl’s head. “Come on, my dear, time to
eat your supper.” Sobbing, Claire stuck her tongue out again,
farther this time. She gagged when it pressed against Greta’s slick
pussy, but was too afraid to stop again. The older woman’s fingers
were twined in Claire’s hair, clutching it painfully tight as she
manipulated the teenager’s head like a puppet. “Yes, that’s it.
That’s a good girl,” Greta encouraged as Claire licked up and down.
Her technique was slow and clumsy, like a frail old dog licking
water from a bowl, but it was still enough to send waves of
pleasure coursing through Greta’s body.

“Oh, my god,” Becky muttered. “This is
disgusting.”

Sam nodded, but she was secretly getting wet
again. She crossed her legs and put both hands in her lap, tilting
her head to get a better look. She couldn’t help wondering how it
would feel to be in Greta’s place, with her classmate down on her
knees in front of her. A shudder passed through her body and she
took a deep breath, hoping no one else had noticed.

Meanwhile Claire sputtered and coughed,
barely able to breathe since her nose was jammed into Greta’s pussy
along with her mouth. The older woman tugged on Claire’s hair,
rocking the girl’s head back and forth to create a rhythm that the
clumsy teenager couldn’t manage on her own. Now all Claire was
doing was letting her tongue hang out of her mouth, because Greta
was doing the rest of the work. The older woman was breathing
harder now, nearly panting. “Oh, yes, that’s the spot,” she
murmured. “Keep that tongue out…all the way out. Perfect!
Now I want it inside me…all the way, as deep as it will go.” Greta
pulled Claire’s head even tighter and the girl’s tongue slid
between the other woman’s pussy lips and into the hot, tight space
between. Claire gripped Greta’s smooth thighs, fighting for breath,
but the woman wouldn’t loosen her grip. “Oh, that’s heavenly,” she
cooed. “Keep it there…right there…oh, yes…yes…yes!”

Greta arched her back and her whole body
shuddered. Now she had both hands wrapped around Claire’s head,
keeping it pressed between her thighs as she gasped over and over
again. When the waves of pleasure finally ebbed away, she released
Claire and the girl tumbled backward, sobbing. Her face was wet
with the other woman’s juices, and she grimaced as she wiped her
mouth with the back of one hand.

“How marvelous,” Greta sighed. “The technique
was shoddy, of course, but you still deserve high praise for your
efforts.” She stretched, sighing contentedly, her legs still spread
wide open.

“That’s it, right?” Sam asked. “The game is
over.”

“It is indeed,” Greta replied, a sleepy smile
on her face.

“Then give us our money and our passports so
we can get the hell out of here.”

Greta pouted. “Oh, do be patient, won’t you?
You’re spoiling the moment for me.”

“Fuck being patient,” Kelly retorted. “You
need to call that waiter and tell him to bring our passports back,
because god knows how long that’s gonna take. And while we’re
waiting, you can get our money.”

Greta chuckled. “There’s no need to be irate,
dear. Your passports are still here in the suite.”

Becky’s mouth opened wide. “But you
said—”

“A tiny fib, my dear, to help keep you girls
under control. I can give you your money and your passports right
now.”

“Then do it, bitch,” Sam warned, her hands
clutching into fists.

Greta’s eyes went cold and the satisfied
smile disappeared from her face. “Watch your mouth, young lady. I
still—”

“You still what?” Claire asked, standing up.
Her eyes were red and her lip quivered with rage. She wiped her
face again then flicked her hand at Greta, sending a splash of
clear, sticky liquid across the other woman’s chest. “We’re done
taking orders from you! The game is over! Give us our stuff!”

“Mind your manners, Claire,” Greta
warned.

“Fuck that!” Kelly shouted. “Give us our
money and our passports!”

Greta crossed her arms over her chest. “If
you don’t adjust your tone, I’ll make you wait all day!”

“No, you won’t,” Sam replied, then she
glanced from Claire to Kelly. “Help me. Grab her arms.”

Greta shot out of her chair, but Claire and
Kelly had her before she could run. The older woman struggled to
get away, still clad only in her black bikini top. Her full tits
jiggled as she fought with the younger girls, who managed to get
Greta’s arms behind her back. “Bring her over here,” Sam directed,
pointing to the sofa. “On her knees, face down.” Becky grabbed the
coffee table and slid it sideways as the two other girls hauled
Greta over and pushed her to the ground. Once she was on her knees,
Claire kept one of her arms pinned behind her back while Kelly
shoved the older woman’s head down into the sofa cushion. Her pale,
shapely ass was now sticking out in plain view.

Sam reached into Greta’s duffle bag and
pulled out the paddle coated with black rubber. She bounced it
against her palm a few times then walked over to Greta, bent down,
and smacked it hard against the older woman’s ass. Greta gasped in
pain as her pale cheeks slowly bloomed bright red.

“Now let me ask you a question,” Sam
said. “Would you rather give us our stuff right now, or give it to
us after I’ve spanked you a hundred times with this?”

Greta snorted, the side of her face pressed
hard into the cushion. “You wouldn’t dare!”

Sam looked at the others. “Girls, I think we
have our answer,” she said, raising the paddle again.
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